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*] hemofllamentahle Tra^cdie 

Refton my word.andlet not difcontent 

Daunt all yoiir hopes : M adame he comforts you. 

Can make you greater then the^eeneof Gothesi 
idSiww you arc not difplcafd with this. 

LamnU. Notlmy Lord,l5th true Nobilitie, 

Warrants thefc words in princely curtefic. 

Sattir, Thankesfwectc^<»»/«w,RomansIctrs<'oc, 
Raunfomleshcerewefct our prifoneri free, ^ 

Proclaime our honours Lords with trumpe and Drum. 
JBafsianus. Lord Tims by your Icauc, this maid is mine. i 
Titus. How fir, are you in earneft then my Lord# 
Bafsiai I noble Tiir«r,and refolu d withall. 

To doc my felfe this reafon andthjs right. 

Marcus, Suumeuiauam isouTRottianeiaRicey 
This Prince iniufticc ceazeth buthis ownc. 

And that he will and fliall, if line. 

Titus. Traytorsauaunt,whcreistheEmperour$gard# 
Treafon my Lord, Z.4«/»wis furprifdc, 

Satur. Surptifde, by whom©? 

"Bafsia, By himthatiuftlymay 
Beare his betrothd,froni all the world away* 
t^^utiut. Brothers heipe to conticy her hence away, 
And with my fword lie keepe this doorc fafe. 

Titus. Follow my Lord, and He foonc bring her back, 
Mmittt, My Lordyou paflenotheere. 

Titus, What viIlaineboy,batftmcmy way inRome? 
Mutsus Heipe heipe. He kills hint, 

Lucius. My Lord you ate vnipft, and more then fo, 

In wrongful! quarrel! you hauc itaine your fonne. 

Titus. Nor thou, nor he are any fbnnes of mine. 

My Ibnnes would neuer fo dilhonpur me. 

Tray tor reftore Lauinia to the Bmperour, 

Lucius. Deadifyouwillbutnottobehiswife; 
Thatisanotheis lawful! promiRioue. 
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ofTittisAndromcusl 

Enter aloft the Emperour with Tamara aai her two 
(onnei% and Aron t ho Mooro. 

Emperour, No Titus ^no, the Emperour needs her not > 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ftoek^ : 

He trull by leifurc him that mocks mepnee. 

Thee neuer, nor th y trayterou s haughty fonnes. 
Confederates all fhustodilhonourine. 

Was none in Rome to make a Rale 

hatSatumnsi 'BwMviell-Atsdronicut 

Agree thefe deeds, with that proud braggeefthiae, 

Tliat faidft I begd the Eropircat thy hands. 

Titus. O monftrous, what reprochfall words a t e thefe? 
Satur. But goe thy wayes.goc giue that changing pccccj 

To him that flourifht for her with his fword ; 

A valiant fonne in lav# thou flialtenioy, 

One, fit to bandy with thy lawlclfe fonnes. 

To ruffle in the Common- wealth ofRorae. 

Titus. Thefe words arc razors to my wounded ha rt . 

SistHt And therefore louely Tamora Quceoeof Gotbes, 
That like the ftately mongfl herNimphs, 

Doft ouerfhine the gallant’ft Dames of Ro me, 

If thou be pleafd virith this my fodaine choyfe. 

Behold 1 choofe thee Tamora for my Bride, 

And will create thceEropcrcfleofRomc. 

Speake QueencofGothes doft thou applaud my choyfc? 
And heerel fvveare by all the Romaine Gods, 

Sith PrieR and holy water are foneere. 

And tapersburne(obright,andeuery thing 
Inreadinesfor Hymeneus Rand, 

I will not refalutethcfirectsof Rome, 

Or climemy Pailace,til from forth this place, 

I I cad efpoulde my Bride along with ms. 

TamoraT And beere in fight of heauento Rome 1 fw care. 
If aduancqthc Queene of Gothes, 
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